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LORD BATEMAN. 



ACT L 

jScene, the sea-shore. — Steamer at wharf, hack. — At back 
7?., a run. — Seats front M. and L. as the curtain 
rises. — Ladies Mabei^ Edith atid Ethel seated R, 
front. — Sailors a7id citizens advance front, and open 
with 

Opening Chorus. 

Hall to the poet who ground out the ballad 

Of the gallant Lord Bateman, who sailed the seas o*er 
In search of adventure, as man seeks a salad, 

To sharpen up his appetite for more. 
Although his going was quite unexpected, 

This Lord Bateman was not a president 
Of a bank in Chicago ; but, cool and collected, 

He packed his kit and went. 
He packed his kit — packed his kit and went ; 

He packed his klt—hls kit and went. 
Then hall to the poet who ground out the ballad 

Of the gallant Lord Bateman, who sailed the seas o'er 
In search of adventure, as man seeks a salad, 

To sharpen up his appetite for more. 
And tho' his going was quite unexpected. 

This Lord Bateman was not a president 
Of a bank in Chicago ; but, cool and collected, 

He packed his kit and went. 

He packed his kit and went — and went. 
Packed He his kit, and went, and went, and went ! 

And went I and went 1 1 and went 1 1 ! He went I ! ! I 

Porter. £72. frontJ] — 

I am Lord Bateman's porter. He and me 
Set out, to-day, strange countries for to see. 
Our native land has got so precious slow, 
We want a change, and then, besides, you know, 



Me and my lord are two such charming boys, 
The girls pursue us so, it quite annoys 
Us both. You'll see a most distressing flutter 
When thi^ appalling news to them I utter. 
[7b Ladies J?.] 

My ladies, calm yourselves, you really ought ter, 
I've got some frightful news. 
Lady Mabel. — 

Speak ! 
Lady Ethei^ — 

Go it, Porter ! 
PoBTER. — I scarcely know the best way to begin it. 
La. Ma. — Oh, warble it. 
Lady Edith. — 

Be quick. 
La. Et. — Tune up and sing it. 

Porter's Song and Chorus. 

Far, far away, milord doth stray ; 
Plis 6bip*s engaged; he sails to-day. 
We go, we go, milord and me. 
Afar across the unknown sea. 
We go ** strange countries for to see,"— 
That's why we go so sud-den-iee. 
If we should wait a year or so 
We might not find them there, you know. 
Cho. — Across the sea Lord Bateman goes, 
And where he'll stop nobody knows, 
Across the sea Lord Bateman goes. 
And where he'll stop nobody knows, 
And where he'll stop nobody knows. 

And so we're off, my ladies, fair; 
If you have tears to shed, prepare — 
Prepare to shed them here and now ! 
The wind is fair— sou'east by sou'. 
When out upon the unknown deep 
Milord and me our vigils keep, 
We'll think of you and drop a tear — ' 
And drown our misery in beer. 
Cho. — Across the sea Lord Bateman goes, 
And where he'll stop nobody kuows. 
Across the sea Lord Bateman goes. 
And where he'll stop nobody knows. 
And where he'll stop nobody kilows. 



[Sailors and Citizens retire back, — Business on and 
around steamer, — Porter and three Ladies down front,'] 

La. Ma. — Proud Porter, why does Bateman thus depart 
Across the sea, no colder than his heart, 
So many tender ties to tear asunder ? 
Perhaps he wants to tear em. 

Porter. — Shouldn't wonder. 

La. Ed. — His soaring mind, his philosophic thought 

Yearns towards the infinite, the great unsought. 
His noble soul, above the common lot, 
Seeks o'er the main for abstract truth. 

PoRTER.r^ Guess not 

La. Et. — Perhaps he's short of tin, and got to fly. 
He's quite too awfully nice, but horiid sly. 
He's lost a pile on railroad stock, you bet. 

Porter. — Beg parding, railroads ain't invented yet. 
We're going off for no particular reason, 
Across and on the seas foi* quite a season. 
We want to, so we do — that's cause enough. 
We sail towards yonder offing^ to get off. 
We're quite determined, both, so please don't 
bother. 

Hush! here comes Maud, and that old cat, her 
mother. 

[Enter Lady Macd and Lady Eleanor down run,] 

Lady Eleanor. \_To Lady Maud.] — 

There are those horrid girls. The way they 
rush 

After my dear Lord Bateman, makes me blush ; 

For Mabel is so languishing and sappy 

The very sight of her makes him unhappy ; 

And Edith's Greek and logic are all lost on 

My lord, they smell so painfully of Boston.; 

And Ethel tries the slangy line, and strikes it ; 

I grieve to say Lord Bateman rather likes it. 

I loathe them all, flirt, fast girl and blue 
stocking — 

Why Mand — 
La. M'd. — Blue what, mamma, you're really shocking ! 
La. El. —My own sweet, simple darling! \To ladies, 

sweetly.] Ladies, dear. 

Have you, perchance, seen loitering round here 

A person known as Bateman, called my lord ? 

I've sought him all the moraing ; so has Maud. 



La. Ma. — 'Twould soothe my heait and give me also joy to 
Be well informed of where he now doth loiter. 

La. Ed. — If I am I, you're you ; if not we aren't 

Lord Bateman isn't either, — so savs Kant. 

La. Et. — He's quite too far too awfully nice and sweet. 
The downy cove is coming down the street. 

[^^Jnter Lord Bateman.") 

LoBD B. — This delicate attention makes me proud. 
I really didn't think so large a crowd 
Would come to see me take my leave, and so 
I think I'll sing a song before I go. 

Lord Bateman's Song and Chorus. 

Lord B. — ^Farewell, my dear ones, one fond farewell ; 

How much it pains me my words cannot tell; 

To-day I must leave you the ocean to try ; 

Sometime well meet in the sweet bye-and-bye. 

See where my good ship, impatient to go» 

Is courting the breezes that favoring blow ; 

I stand as the moment draws near to depart, 

Smiles on my face, tears in my heart. 
Chorus. — Far, far away, across the raging main ; 

When he gets ready he*ll come again. 

Far, far away, across the raging main; 

When he gets ready he'll come again. 

Lord B. — ^You shall forever to me be fair, 

Where'er I go your remembrance is there; 

Although o'er the sea far away I am flown, 

Still I shall feel that you are all my own. 

Where fairer scenes may entice to forget 

I'll always remember the first time we mot; 

I'll never forget, though ray fond heart may burst, 

You and you only I loved the first. 
Chorus. — Far, far away, across the raging main ; 

When he gets ready he'll come again. 

Far, far away, across the raging main; 

When he gets ready he'll come again. 

[Lady Maud flirts with Porter.] 

La. El. — I'm much indebted for your song, my lord — 
I do admire a male voice ; so does Maud. 
You'll dine with us to-day 1 'Twould be by far 
Too pleasant, — wouldn't it, Maud ? 

La. M*d. — Oh, yes, mamma. 



Lord B. — ^I thank you, ladies, for your courtesy, ■ 
But I must make this cslW my P. P. C. 
Abroad, to-day, by yonder ship I go; 
I'll call again in some three years or so. 

La. El. — ^You're going abroad I where — when — how long 

— what for 1 
The most remarkably queerest go I ever saw 
I don't see ; why explain what means my lord — 
Why didn't I know before ? — oh, chin him — 
Maud. 

[^Hetires up in fainting condition.'] 

Lady Maud. \^I^ront with Lord B.] — 

My lord, I trust, when you are far from here, 
You'll not forget me, will you I Promise, dear. 

Lord B. — ^My own, my chosen one, the words I'd say, 
Best find expression in this little lay : 

Solo. — Lord Bateman. 

Keep this jewel ; let it be 

Souvenir of constancy. 
Should I slumber 'neath the wave, 

Think of me, — 'tis all I crave. 

La. M'd. — ^Your touching words fill up my heart with wild 
And pure delight. [_Cro88es to Lady El.] He's 
mine, mamma. 
La. El. — My chee-ild I 

Lady Mabel. [^I^ront with Lord B.] — 

My own dear Bateman, ere for years we part, 
Speak one kind word to this poor fluttering 
heart. 
Lord B. — ^Light of my soul I my heart's own best 

bonanza ! 
Ill plight my faith to you in one short stanza : 

Solo. — Jjord B, 

Keep this jewel ; let it be 

Souvenir of constancy. 
Should I slumber 'neath the wave, 

Think of me, — *tls all I crave. 

La. Ma. — Such love as this will make amends for all. 
When you return be sure you come and call. 

[lietires MJ] 



Lady Eleanor. [Down F, to Lord B.] — 

Hasn't this parting ganie been played enough ? 
Two widowed hearts are surely quantum 8uf, 

Lord B. — I'm not averse to do my little best, 

And sing a verse apiece with all the rest 

[Lady Eleanor retires up,'\ 

Lady Edith. [JFVont with Lord B.] — 

These reflex actions that we call our hearts 
Of one organic whole are but the parts. 

Lord B. — Sweet child of modern culture ! how I thank ye 
I'll tell in this sweet hymn as sung by Sankey. 

Solo. — Lord B. 

Keep this jewel ; let it be • 

Souvenir of constaDcy. 
Should I slumber *ueath the wave, 

Think of me, — *tis all I crave. 

La. Ed. — So when, in time aweary, home thou flittest, 
Our love will live — survival of the fittest. 

[Retires up.'] 
Lady Ethel. [Front with Lord SJ] — 

Look here, old boy, your ways ain't quite the 

cheese — 
I don't want no shenanigan if you please. 
Lord B. — ^You truly are my own best girl, you bet; 
I'll tell why in this quaint old canzonet : 

Solo. — Lord B, 

Keep this jewel ; let it be 

^owvem'r of constancy. 
Should I slumber 'neath the wave, 

Think of me, — 'tis all I crave. 

La. Et. — You're either on the square or on the sly. 

Your talk is. good, but you've a bad, bad eye. 

[Retires up doubtfully r\ 

Three Ladies R. ^ Lady Eleanor and ^ Porter L. 
animated > Lady Maud C. > anxious, 

conversation. ) discussing, ) 

Lord B. [Solus front C] — 

Oh, sweet is woman's love, and all surpasses, 
But fourfold sweet is too much like molasses. 
A crash is near, I'm wise to stand from under, 
And put the sea between us, then [Lady Elea- 
nor touches him, on the shoulder,"] Oh, 
Thunder ! 



La. Ei^ — Ods Boddikins ! By my halidome 1 Aye, blow it I 
You're trying to give us all the slip ; I know it 
I see you slipping off — my rage increases— 
I'm mad enough to scratch you all to pieces. 

[ Walks him up back,'] 

Lapy Maud, [with Portkr Zi. front'] — 

And doHt thou love me, Porter T Ere we part 
I can but offer you a blighted heait. 
If you are true and Bateman does not wed 
As promised, I'll take up with you instead. 

Porter. — If you will trust in me you won't be sorry, O, — 
I'll tell you why in this short oratorio : 

* Solo. — Porter, 

Keep this jew — do pat it there I 

\_They da^ hands,"] ' 
I am thine, — your own Portair«. 
Should I sink beneath the sea, 
Send a whale to rescue me. 

[JSrUer Captain down gangway of steamer,] 

Porter. — But stay, I must break off ray poor inept tune ; 

Here comes the captain, gallant son of Neptune. 
Capt. — Good people, you make such a doosid clatter, 

You've spoiled my morning nap ; what is the 
matter ? 
Lord B. — Some three or four of my ftandes here 

Have just dropped in to drop a parting tear, 

When I drop out to sea. One small suggestion ; 

Who might you be, if not an unfair question ? 
Capt. — I'm Captain of the ship, I may tell you I 

I'm cock of yonder walk and there's my crew, 

Soix>. — Captain, 

Ca.pt. — And so these various girls are all your brides t 

My gracious goodness ! 
Lord B. — Ay, and more beside?. 

Capt. — You're in a precious mess, and so you ou^ht 
Lord B. — ^I'll mess with you henceforth. 
Capt. — Eh I happy thought I 

[Captain turns, sees Lady Eleanor. Lord B. crosses to 

Porter and Lady M., X.] 

Lady Eleanor. — [I^ront G, to Capt.] — 

Ah, Captain, I recall you just so high, 
I've nursed yon in these arms. 

Capt. — [Aside] — A blarsted lie. 

La. El.*<^No w couldn 't you take us with you, Maud and me 1 
I have a sudden desire to go to aea. 
2 
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Capt. — The trip is horrid rough, waves mountain high ! 

La. El. — No matter. 

Capt. — You will be so sick, my eye ! 

Oh, won't you wish you had n't ! 
La, El. — What's your price ? 

Capt. — Two hundred pounds apiece ! (aside) oh, ain't this 

nice. 

And wont Lord Bateman tear his hair and swear ! 
La. El. — You'll only charge three hundred for the pair? 

My Lady Maud is young and sentimental ; 

The little tliat she eats is inci — dental. 
Capt. — She's young, but growing, with an appetite ; 

I can't deduct a penny ma'am: 
La. Ei All right. 

My darling, (to Maud) it's arranged, we're going 
too. 
La. M'd. — How sweet, mamma ; but do you think 'twill do t 

It's a Cunarder, only lakes the mails, — 

[Hides face in/dn.^ 
La. El. — I will be there my love, whoever fails. 

[They retire up,"] 
[Three Ladies come down H, front, — Capt. retires up to 

Lord B.] 
La. Et. — Oh girls, look here, I've got a bright idea. 
La. Ma. — So glad ! what is it 1 
La. Ed. — Stop a moment here ; 

Are you the idea, as earlier sages taught, 

Or is the idea you? — 
La. Et. — Come, cut it short. 

Let's all go with Lord B. I think we can ; 

We'll sound the Porter. 
La. Ma. — That's a pious plan. 

All Three. — 

Hi ! Proud young Porter I 
Porter. — [crosses If] — Ladies, what's the joke ? 

La. Et. — Carry us with you, my brave heart of oak. 

Contrive to smuggle us aboard my man ; 

Your pioud mug II quickly find a plan. 

We cannot bear to have you thus go from us ; 

We'll do what's right, — what says our owu 
John Thomas? 
Porter. — I think it can be fixed ; I will not promise ; 

Chip in a hundred pounds? 
Ladies [3.] — We will, John Thomas. 

Porter. — All right, fix up, it's nearly time ; so come as 

Quick as you can. 



11 

LaDI£S [3.] — 

That's our own dear John Thomas ! 

[Capt. down front C] 

Capt. — If we propose to get on to Act II. 

We*d better stop this business, p d. q. 

Come on, Lord B, Squeeze out a final tear. 
Lord B. — Farewell kind friends, farewell my ladies dear ! 

May ministers of grace preserve from evil — 
Three Ladies. [ (^<^thering around him]. 
Lady Eleanor and Lady Maud. — 

No need ; we're all going with you. 
Lord B. [aside] — Oh ! the devil ! 

aloud] I can't allow such grand self-sacrifice, 

For my unworthy self. 
Ladies [as before]. — Oh, ain't he nice ! 

[They retire up towards steamer y Ladies and Lord B. 

get on board.] 

Capt. — I'll get the Fire Patrol to lend a squad. 

It's going to be uncommon warm on board. 

Closing Chorus. 

Semi-Chorus.— 

All that In distance fills life divine 
Daily existence can yield us in thine — 
Winged with all pleasures Hope can unfold, 
Hours that time measures with rich sands of gold. 
Winged with all pleasures Hope can unfold, 
Hours that time measures with rich sands of gold. 

Semi-Chorus. — 

They've gone to sea, they've gone to sea. 
Storms they'll encounter ; sea-sick they'll be. 
We've seen enough ; we've held a hand. 
Give us our high-jinks more safe on the land. 
They'll be more sad— they'll wiser be 
When they have had their trip at sea. 

Chorus. —Give 'em a send off, chant 'em a stave, 

They'll have enough of it out on the wave, 
When they have been there they can all tell 
How pleasant seemed to them that ocean swell. 
Join in the chorus, sing as they've sung, 
Life is before them, and they're all so young; 
Taught by a hard fate, when they've grown old, 
Time will not measure life with sands of gold. 

[CURTAIN.] 



ACT 11. 



27ie scene represents the deck of a steamer, — Lord Batb- 
MAix and Three Jjadies Ji. — Lady Maud and Porter 
X. — Sailorh in front open with chorus. 



Opening Chorus. — Sailors aiid Passengers, 

With our captain so fascinating, 
Oar crew fond of dissipating, 

The time passes gaily at sea ; 
And he's not really over- rated, 
Our cook more than celebrated, — 

He's great at a dinner or tea. 
So cheerfully friends prophesied us * 

The grief of those who trust the sea — 

The deep, blue, rolling, heaving sea ; 

Oh, that unsteady, tossing sea. 
In what limp wretchedness our souls would deride us, 

Deride us for trusting the uncertain sea ; 
Yet we laugh In the gayest chorus, 
The hours pass so swiftly o'er us ; 

No day seems too long on the sea. 
And they'd be truly brolsen- hearted. 
Those dear ones from whom we parted. 

To see us so joyous at sea. 

And they'd be truly broken-hearted to See 

And they'd be truly broken-hearted to see 

Us upon the sea. Oh, so jolly we, 

Jolly as can be, on the dreadfbl sea. 

• 

Lord Bateman. — 

Well, up to BOW a pleasant trip we've had; 
When you get used to it it's not so bad. 
See in the west the brilliant orh of day 
Absorb himself beneath the watery way. 
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La. Ma. — Here could I sit for ages on and off, 

And hear your sweet discourse. My Lord, you 
cough. 

Lord B. — It's one defect in all these ocean craf\s, 

They drmn so many feet, they're full of drafts. 
Of course, as steamships will not be invented 
Two hundred years yet, we must be contented. 

La. Ed. — So doth the oversoul of man prophetic — 

La. Et. — Please don't, your talk is worse than an emetic, 
'Pay less attention to the ovei*soul. 
And mend your overskiit of that big hole. 

LoKD B. — Excuse me ladies, if I mildly mention 

I wish you'd be content with less contention. 
The scene is all too fair to mar it thus ; 
I trust you all agree with me ? 

Ladies. — That's us \ 

Porter. [X. with Lady Maud} — 

Lord B. is coming it uncommon- strong. 

To bring so many lady friends along. 

Fair lady, is not my heait, wholly thine, 

Better than his divided into nine! 
La.M'd. — Oh, proud young poller, woo me not so 

warmly ; 

I fear mama would take it rather stormily. 

Lord B. may make his mind up bye-and-bye. 

Then after that we will our fortune try. 
Porter. — Oh, sad delay ! it's always '* soon " and " after." 

Aha ! a thought occurs, — it stirs my laughter. 

Let's go astern, or " aft " m sailors' lingo. 
La, M'd. — I don't see why. 
Porter. — I'll tell you then, by jingo : 

When we get ** «/i5," the ship's extremest rear, 

We never can get aft-er. See, my dear f 
La. M'd. — Ah, woo me ever thus, with merry jest. 

Until mamma appears erect and dressed. 

She much dislikes the motion of the ship ; 

I trust she's safely seasick for the trip. 

[Lady Eleanor appea/rs at door, back, walks down 
a7id seizes Ladt M. by the ear, brings her down froM,'] 

La. El. — False girl, thus carelessly to waive your chances, 
While every wave my sea-sick woe enhances. 
Those hussies compass Bateman round about, 
While your weak hussie-tation leaves you out. 
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[^Crossing M. to group,'] 

Good day. Lord B., if we can call it good ? 

I'd laud this very minute, if I could. 
Lord B.— If this sea, like a lake, affects you so, 

What will you do when it comes on to blow? 

When tempests howl and waves run mountain 
high, 

What will become of you ? 
La. El. — Oh, I shall die. 

I'll sink to sleep, to dream ; aye, there's the rub — 

You'll take good care of Maudie, won't you, 
bub? 
Lord B. — This sea-sickness, this inward toil and strife, 

Is but an incident of ocean life. 
La. El. — Permit me, Sir, to interpose a doubt : 

You call it ificident, I call it inside- out 

Solo. — Lady Eleanor, 

I've oft§D had a longing to sail out on the water, 
And here we are afloat at last— I and my precious daughter. 
** Rocked in the cradle of the deep " the poet says, but I 
Would put me in my little bed, if that were only nigh. 
The ship is rolling to and ft'o and pitching shockingZee; 
I wish that I was down below, for there's the place for me. 
I'll never make another excursion on the ocean; 
I hate this here bewildering complexity of motion. 
The winds they blow, the waves run high and from the ship 

rebound; 
The rigging creaks — perhaps she leaks, and we shall all be 
drowned. 
And still she's rolling to and fto and pitching fearflil/ee, 
I think that I will go below, for there's the place for me. 
Some wave will strike the vessel and into splinters knock her, 
And we shall all go down, down, down to David Jones's locker. 
Where devil-fish will swallow us and lick their chops for more : 
O* don't I wish I was a fish, so I could swim ashore I 
The ship is rolling to and fro and pitching horrib^ee, 
I'll go below and get a dose of sea-sick remed66. 

La. El. — Here, Porter, Thomas, run and call the Cap'n, 
I s'pose he's in his stateroom berth a-nappin'. 
The cub's too poor ter live, he drives me wild ; 
I'll fix him when Lord Bateman weds my child. 
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Porter. — I daresn*t call him, 'sides it's not my biz ; 

Call him yourself, I woi»'t. But here he is. 

[^nter Captain.] 

La. El. — Sir, if you please, I have a small petition. 

Couldn't you keep this ship in one position t 

She wobbles so, she shakes me all up, then 

She's still awhile, then — there she goes again. 
Capt. — Aw, if I could, I'd like it well enough ; 

I'm dreadlul sick myself whenever it's rough. 

This smell of tar, — I hate tlie mere idea. 

Has anyone a smelling bottle here? 
La. El. — When will our voyage end, with decent weather? 
Capt. — Depends on where you're going to, altogetlier. 
La. El. — I don't caie a penny where or how we go. 
Capt. — Well, then, we'll get there in a year or so. 
La. El. — Where are we going! Tell me perpendicular. 

Straight up and down. 
Capt. — Oh, nowhere in particular. 

La. Ei^ — Put me on shore without a word more talk. 
Capt. — I can't. 
Lady Eleanor, [crosses to Zi] — 

You shall ! 
Capt. — Oh, well, get out and walk. 

Lord B. — I'm charmed. Sir, with the life on board your 

steamer ; 

But haven't you told my lady rather a screamer t 

Are we not bound for some particular spot ? 
Capt. — My own impression is that we are not. 
Lord B. — But see how fast and straight we sail away. 
Capt. — We only steer by compass through the day ; 

At night we all tie up and go to sleep ; 

My men the very best of hours keep. 
Lord B. — Well, I'm content forever and a day 

On board this floating paradise to stay. 

The rosy hours new pleasures shall disgorge 

From morn to eve. What say you, girls ? 
Ladies. — Oh, George! 

Capt.— My lord, perhaps the time would seem less long 

If some one here could trot us out a song. 
Lord B. — My Poiter here is quite a toney fellar. 

Come, Thomas, can't you fling your Tarantella? 

Solo. — Porter. 
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La. El. — A-tschou ! I'm getting cold ; come, Maud, be- 
low. 
Ladies, you'd better follow. 
Ladies. — 

Oh, don't go ! . 

[Lord B. a7id Ladies gradually form in centreJ] 

Lord H. — The moonlight, love's best hour, is just begun ; 
But tete-a-tete wit!) four — it can't be done. 
How sweet to stroll with my love's ai*m en- 
twined ! 
But not if all the rest tag on behind. 
Porter. — My lord, you're wrong. Too long the sea you've 

tossed on. 
No moon this, but a calcium light from Boston. 

Porter's Song and Chorus. 

Porter. — See what a lovely light is this, 

Shining out over the scene ; 
It seems just lilse a flrst-class moon, 

We glitter in Its sheen. 
The calcium light will shine so bright, 

Whenever we need the moon. 
The man in the wings he fixes things. 
And simulates tlie moon. 
Chorus. — Imagine the moon is shining so, 
Is winking so, is blinking so, 
So clear, and so fair, so steadily there. 
Imagine the moon is shining. Irepeat.'] 

PoRTBR.— If this were really, truly moon. 

It might not come just right ; 
It's here sometimes whole hours too soon. 

And sometimes not all night; 
This calcium light is just as bright, 

Whenever we need the moon ; 
The man hears his cue, knows what to do, 

And simulates the moon. 
Cho. — The man with the moon is shining so. 
We're winking so, we're blinking so. 
He knows well his cue, the right thing hell do. 
The man with the moon is shining, [repeat,'} 

[^Exeunt omnesy except Captain and two Watchmen 

in nightcaps.'] 
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Capt. — Ta-ta, and mind, if anything should happen, 

Be careful not disturb your poor, tired Uaptain. 
That's all. — Hold on a minute, bye-the-bye, 
Don't go to sleep, if possible. [^JEkcit'] 

Watch. — Ay! Ay I 

[Watchmen yaZZ asleep, Pirates appear to alow musiCj 

two seize the Watchmen.] 

Pirate Chief's Song and Chorus. 

Pi. Chp.— Oh softly, slyly let us creep 

To where the watchmen are fast asleep ; 
The poor tired souls their vigils keep, 
i^nd watch for the Bad Pirate Captain. 
In sweet surprise they'll open their eyes 
To see so near the thing they fear ; 
They'll find in me, it's most likele« 
The man they've watched for not to see, 
Then hunki-dori, we'll go through 
The captain and ship, the cargo and crew, 
And astonish the passengers just a few. 
With the gang of the Bad Pirate Captain. 

Cho. — Hunki-dori, we're the boys. 

Put up a job without making a noise, 

I^aggers and bowie knives just our toys ; 

The gang of the Bad Pirate Captain. 
2d Cho. — Hunki-dori, you can bet, 

** Sllthiest toves " that you've seen as yet; 

TTerry toust men you've recently met, 

The gang of the Bad Pirate Captain. 

- Pirate Chief. — 

Pirates and gentlemen, it seems to me 

The ship is ours. Oh, my ! Ha ! ha ! 
Pirates, [so/tly"] — 

Hee I hee ! 
Watch. — Oh, mercy ! 
Pl Chf. — Mercy ! deity adored — 

In thy name, drop 'em softly overboard. 

This fair night's work we'll finish ere we sup. 

Marco Bozzaris, please to wake 'em up. 

[A Pirate knocks on the door, the Crew appear and are 

seized and dropped overboard,"] 

3 
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Pi. Chf. — ^Deal gently, boys, perhaps they all have mothers ; 
Send 'em below, to try and find the others. 

P^ADiES ru8h out, shriek and cluster around Bateman 
front (7. PoRTEK and Captain seized each by Pirates 

Pi. Chp. — Ah I ha I What richness ! These fair girls I 

hope'U 
Command a market in Constantinople. 

[Pirates seize Ladies, discover Batsman.] 

Pi. Chf. — Who's this? Hes quite a stylish piece of ware. 
He'll sell like winking almost anywhere. 

[Porter, Ladies, Lord B., Pirate, Lady El., Captain, 

all held by Pirates.] 

La. El. — Hi I Captain ! Ain't you proud of this night's 

work? 

See me took in by a nasty, ugly Turk. 
Porter. — Oh, part me not from master, my adored ; 

He owes me three years' wages and my board. 
Capt. — How do, Abdallah, quite surprised, I swear ; 

Don't let this rascal disaiTange my hair. 
La. Ma. — I fear we've lost our heaits' adored, Lord B. 
La. M'd. — One comfort : you're as badly off as me. 
La. Ed. — E'en now philosophy some help may work ye — 
La. Et. — Oh, cheese your old philosophy ; talk Turkey. 
Lord B. — Come slavery ! Come death I My lot I'll wait 

With spirit undismayed by any fate. 

My dauntless heart soars up with courage grand. 

Not to have all those females left on hand. 



Closing Chorus. 

Lord B. — Oh, Porter, I'm aiVaid that we 

Are two most badly treated men ; 
We're all sold now and we shall be 
In a Tarkish market sold again. 

Porter. — Master dear I think no hope 

Should to our future make as blind, 

I wish there were a way to slope 

And leave all these ladies to stay behind. 
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Chorus.— Oh, we are going off and we'll never get back again ; 
Nobody ever can get on oar track again ; 
In for it now, we don't see how 
It is possible to escape. 

Oh, we are going off and we'll never get back again ; 
Nobody ever can follow onr track again ; 
In for it now, we all will vow 
It seems an awfUl scrape. 

Captain.— Abdallah, yon have treated me 

Uncommon badly now I think. 

I should object, decidedly. 

To be dropped into the freezing drink. 
Pi. Chf. — Captain do not be much alarmed. 

With every care I'll wrap yon in, 

I will see that the ocean's warmed 

Before that I tell them to drop you in. 
Chorus. — Oh, we are going off and we'll never get back again ; 

Nobody ever can get on our track again ; 

In for it now, we don't see how 

It is possible to escape. 

Oh, we are going off and we'll never get back again ; 

Nobody ever can get on our track again ; 

In for it now, we all will vow 

It seems an awftil scrape. 

[CURTAIN.] 



ACT III. 

J^ave Market in Constajitinople. — Turks, Jew and 

Auctioneer. 

Opening Chorus of Turks. 

We're gentlemen of leisure, 

And all Turks are, they say. 
We mostly take our pleasure 

In loafing all the day. 
For every Turk you'll ever see 

He is a lazy man. 
We all exert ourselves to be 

As lazy as we can. 
This a market is, what a lark it is. 

Here to sit and see the Ain. 
We'll go home at ten, but we'll come again 

When another day's begun. 
This a market is, what a lark it is. 

Here to sit and see the fun. 
We'll go home at ten, but we'll come again 

When another day's begun. 

[Tu^ks, after the chorus, retire vp; Jew and Auctioneer 

front 

AucT*R. — Well, Moses, son of Benjamin, the son of Levi, 

How's trade ? 
Moses. — Oh, Father Abraham, it's awful heavy. 

Times are so hard, my dear, it makes me weep. 

What have you got to sell to^ay that's che^tpf 
Auct'r. — Captain Abdallah, the well-known pi-ra^€, 

Came into port last evening with a freight 

Of captives, — several maidens and a widder. 

These I shall offer to the highest bidder. 
MosES. — Give me a show, I haven't often had 'era ; 

Don't run your prices up, Abou Ben Adhem. 
Auct'r. — Thou Jewish dog, thou pusillanimous rabbit, 

I'm not Abou Ben Adhem, but — 
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Moses. — Oh, the hard avarice of thiH worldly man ! 
Just let me make a dollar, if you can. 

AucT*jEL — Make all you can, but not with my assistance. 

Hark ! don't you hear some nmsic in the distance 1 
The great Abdallah and his captives come, 
The faiiest lot I've ever offered here. 

Chorus of Turks. — Yum ! Yum ! 

[_Ent€r the Pirates, Piratr Chief, Ladies Eleanor, 
Maud, Mabkt^ Edith, Ethki^ Lord Batkman, and the 
Porter. Piratks and Captives group themselves.^ 

Chorus of Captives. 

In this sad life we've found we can trust 

Few things we know ; 
All our little dolls are stuffed with sawdust ; 

This world is all a show. 
Overcome with wild emotion, 

Oh, why did we roam ? 
Why did we ever trust the ocean ? 

Why did we stray from home? 

Pi. Chf. — Fnends, fellow Turks, I offer here ray prizes 
Taken by assault, therefore assort-ed sizes ; 
The latest patterns out of English beauty, 
Sm/uggled by me, — that's how I do my duty, 

\To Auctioneer.] — 

Now go ahead, and don't try any trick ; 

Get tip-top prices. If you don't,* \threaJbening 

gesture\ c'wick ! 

Moses. {j^tarting forward'^ — 

S'help me, what is this ? Oh, ruin, ruin. 

\To Lord Bateman.] — 

My Lord, how came you here, and what are you 

doin' ? 
Lord B. — We, wrapped in grief by midnight war and 

rapine. 
Were captured on our voyage by yonder Cap*n. 
Once we were free, — our freedom gone's a loss 

for us. 
We found on coming here there was a Boss-for- 

us. 
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Moses. — My Lord, I will be bnef, and further talk shun. 

Please pay that note before you're sold at Auc- 
tion. 
Lord B. — " Base is the slave that pays !*' I'll not pay you ; 

But here with joy to day Til say a Jew, 
MosBS. — I will arrest you ; thus you shall not balk us. 

Is there a deputy-sheriff in this caucus ? 
Chorus of Turks, PraATES, etc. [taking one step for* 

ward] — Here's one. 
Moses. — Arrest that Englishman, my debtor. 
Pirate Chief, [fiercely] — 

Arrest my captive, if you think you'd better. 

Give us a rest, or if you don't, you bet 

We'll fix you ; won't we, fellow Turks ? 
Pirates.— Kismet I 

[Auctioneer leads Lady Maud to the blockj Lady Elea- 
nor stands on other side.] 

# 

Auct'r. — Lot one : A charming creature, — ^Roman nose, 

Complexion of the lily and the rose. 

Her hair is all her own, her voice first rate. 
La. El. — My dear, throw back your shoulders, stand up 

straight. 

You ought to bring a tip-top price by rights, 

To kill with envy all those other frights. 
Auct'r. — As when the nightingale beneath the moon 

Trills from the bulbul tree a bul bully tune, 

So sings she. Give us, do — [IJady Maud 
screeches,] stop, stop, no more I 

You ain't worth nearly what you were before. 

What bid you for this pearl, the light of all eyes ? 

'Twon't be pearHight to make a bid of small 
size. 
Moses. — Ten hundred dollars. 
A Turk. — ' Fifteen. 

La. El. — Oh, I weep, 

To see a child of mine sold off so cheap. 

Cast down your eyes, my dear ; smile once or 
twice ; 

I'm anxious you should bring a fancy price. 
Auct'r. — Now, if you're done your everlasting bobbery. 

The sale will go along. 
Moses. — Oh, this is robbery, 

It's awful, I will bid you seventeen fifty. 
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A TuBK. — Twenty-five hundred. 

Auct'b. — There, that's rather snifty. 

Shall I have three thousand, three thousand? 

Give us a half, a halt, a half, 
Give us twenty seven hundred and fifty, and a 
a half, and a half, and a half. Come on ! 
A Turk. — Three thousand. 
Auct'r. — Going at three thousand, going, going, gone I 

By terms of sale, when you your cash have paid. 
The mother goes along. 
A Turk. — Then it's no trade. 

• AucT K. — She and her child, of course, should not be sun- 
dered. 
A Turk. — Then discount off my bid a couple of hundred. 
AucT*K. — All 1 ight. 
La. El. — I do regard these Turks with loathing, 

To sell ine for two hundred less than nothing. 
Auct'r. — Now will lot two upon your visions burst 
Like three moons in one sky. 

[_Three Ladies contend for block.'] 

The oldest first. 

[_Three i^adies offer block Jo eachothery then Ladies 
Mabel a7id Ethel hoist Lady Edith on to UJ] 

Here are three gems of fairest ray serene. 

That, to be purchased, need but to be seen. 

Three souls with but a single thought, yea 
three — 

If you can't behave yourselves, my dears, we'll 
see. 
La. Ma. — It's hard for me, the daughter of ^ viscount. 

To be put off with these girls at a discount. 
La. Ed. — Of course the auctioneer s best reliance 

Is my well-known acquirements in science. 
La. Et. — To me it seems most quite too awfully rough. 

To be sold with such a ragged lot of stuff. 
Auct'r. — Please don't keep quaiTelling in this frightful 

way. 

Now give us a bid, my friends. Come, what 
do you say ? 
A Turk. — A thousand. 
Another. — Fifteen hundred. 

Auct'r. — There, that thrives. 

MosBS. — Oh, Father Abraham, he wants our lives 1 
A Turk. — Two thousand. 



' 
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Anoth. — Three. 

Auct'r. — Three ! Will you give four ? Will you give 

the half? Three and a half; do I hear the 
four? Going, going, three and a half; will 
you give me four and a halt^ and a half, etc. 
Going, going, gone! [7'Ar6€ ladies 72.] 
Pi. Chf. — Here comes one who will throw us in confusion 

all. 
My child Sophia on her constitutional, 
And Ali Baba too, my slave. His hide I'll 

warm- 
But slay, I am observed ; I will be calm, 
[/5 calm.'} 

[^Enter Sophia and Ali Baba.] 

Sophia. — Why, here's papa! How goes it, reverend 

Sire? \^They embrace.'] 
Pi. Chf. — First rate. How are you and your mother, 

Sophia ? 
Sophia. — My Mother? Seven of her are rather slim, 
The other twenty are bang up. 
[^Seea Bateman, mutual impression.'] 'Tis him. 

Di'ET. — Sophia and Lord Bateman, 

Sophia. — Fair stranger, I am very sure I'm right ; 

The sentiment I feel is love at sight. 
LoKD B. — Sweet child of nature, in my clouded future all 

Is dark to me ; but still your feeling's mutual. 
Sophia. — I'll buy you for my own; at least, I'll try. 
Lord B. — We'll meet then sure in the sweet bye andbi/e, 

\JThey retire up.] 

[Ali Baba seizes Lady Eleanor by the hand, and leads 

her down front] 

Ali B. — 'Tis she ! It's her ! We're both of us. Fair dame, 
I love thee, and I hope you feel the same. 
I'll woo thee softly — sweetest words I'll say. 

La. El. — You horiid, ugly, murdering Turk, go way. 

Au B. — You and you only have my fancy took, 
I'll woo thee with my conversation book. 

La. El. — You're quite polite. Sir, but there is no hope. 

Ali B. — Oh, say not so. [business with book.] How are 

you off for soap ? 
My radiant star, my queen of heaven, my moon, 
My sentiments for you ?Lre pantaloon. 
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La. Ei What? 

An Baba. [book] — 

^'Pantaloons, sometimes called inexpressibles." 

[_77iey retire up.'] 
Pi. Cek'. — Is this an auction or a ball ? I doubt 

Put up the Englishman and close him out. 
LoKD B. — ^My patience so enfolds me like a robe, 

That putting me up is putting up a job. 
AucT*B. — Lot three — an English lord — is fairly handsome. 

Surely will be redeemed for heavy ransom. 

Would make a charming page^ and when tired 
of it, 

Can turn him over at a certain profit. 
MosES. — Nine hundred dollars. 
Sophia. — Twelve — He's very dear. 

Hell cost my pocket-money for a year. 
Moses. — Fifteen. 
A TuKK. — Two thousand. 

Anoth. — Three. 

AucT*R. — Coraej Miss Sophia, 

Chip in and make your bid a little higher. 

See where he stands, a perfect young Antinous. 
Moses. — Oh, Father Abraham, the man would skin us. 
Auct'r. — Three thousand I am offered, give me four ? do 

I hear four? 

Thirty-five hundred and a half, and a half, etc., 
going, gone ! 
Sophia. — Alas, fair stranger; we but meet to part, 

Ere I have strained yer to this loving heart. 
Lord B. — Do not depart with looks downcast and sad, my 

gii-1; 
The reason why is in this little madrigal : 

Solo. — Lord Bateman, 

Keep this jewel ; let it be 
Souvenir of constancy. 
Should I slumber 'neath the wave, 
Think of me,— 'tis all I crave. 

Sophia. — ^Your words are soft as Winslow's Soothing 

Syrup. 
1*11 meet you swrrcp-titiously, so cheer-up. 

POBTER. [jTo AuCTIONEEB.] 

What's to become of me, I'd like to know ? 
4 



26 

AucT*R. — You're hardly worth the putting up to show, 
You wouldn't bring a counterfeit piastre ; 
We'll throw you in to hini that bought your 
master. 
Porter. — With throes of agony ray faithful heart will 

burst : 
But of all throes^ this throwing-in' s the woret. 

[2b Ladt Maud.] 

I fear this day will cause our long estrangement. 
La. M'd. — I fear so, too. I've made another arrangement. 
La. El. — Farewell, farewell, my daughter dear, time 

presses ; 

Kind Ali Baha pays me his hair-dresses. 

You will not mind if off with him I go. 

You never yet have minded me, you know. 
Ali B. — I'll put away my other wives, old frumps. 

And give you my whole heart and thirteen 
trumps. 
La. El. — Give thirteen trumps ? I do not understand. 
Ali. B. — \Book7\ ** Thirteen trumps — a very taking hand." 
Pirate Chief. \To Sophia.] — 

Go tell your mother I'll be home to tea. 

To-moiTow I shall go again to sea. 

With favoring breezes, boys, \To JPirates,'] 
straight fore and aft, 

We will pursue our favorite handy-crafl. 

Our sale, to-day, has proved a mine of ** silla ; " 

We'll try it again, what say you, boys 1 
Pirates. — Bismillah ! 

Lord B. — ^To give us strength for what is now before us. 

Let's end this act off with a song and choiiis. 

Closing Chorus. 

Lord Bateman. — On thee, fair maid, I*m badly smashed ; 

But now, I fear, my hopes are dashed. 
Chorus. — Your fun is o'er, your woes begin, 

And that is where the laugh comes in. 
Sophia. — Don't look at me so hard, my dear, 

You make me feel extremely queer. 
Chorus. — ■ You may fare bard, you may fare well, 

Sometimes you can't most always tell. 
Ali Baba. — Fair dame, if you will list to me, 

We will be wed immediately. 
Chorus. — Your fun is o'er, your woes begin, 

And that is where the laugh comes in. 
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Lady Eleanor.— This is a frightful piece of work, 

I never thought I*d marry a Turk. 
This Is a ftightflil piece of work, 
I never thought I*d marry a Turk. 

Chorus. — You may fare hard, you may fare well, 

Sometimes you can't most always tell. 
It seems to be absurd to us 
To see a man make so much fbss. 
Among us Turks it's not the go 
To make a fuss for a wife or so. 



Porter. — 
Chorus. — 
Lady Maud. — 
Chorus. — 
Auctioneer.— 
Chorus. — 
Pirate Chief.- 



Chorus.- 



I feel so mad I cannot tell. 

That I'm not worth enough to selL 

Your ftin is o'er, your woes begin, 

And that is where the laugh comes in. 

Oh, Porter, I will still be true 

To dear Lord Bate man and to you. 

You may fare hard, you may fare well, 

Sometimes you can't most always tell. 

When you come back again to stop. 

Be sure you patronize our shop. 

Your ftm is o'er, your woes begin. 

And that is where the laugh comes in. 

I've twenty-seven wives at home, 

And so abroad I'd rather roam. 

I've twenty-seven wives at home. 

And so abroad I'd rather roam. 

Our auction sale is done to-day, is done to-day, 

is done to-day. 
The Pirate Chief he sails away, he sails away, 

he sails away. 
An Auctioneer we've seldom seen, we've 

seldom seen, we've seldom seen, 
Who selled 'em out so very clean, so very 

clean, so very clean. 
They may fare hard, they may fare well, 
Sometimes you can't most always tell. 
They may fare hard, they may fare well, 
Sometimes you can't most always tell. 
They may fare hard, they may fare well, 
Sometimes you cannot always tell I 



[CURTAIN.] 



ACT IV. 

[^Prison scene. Lord Bateman, Solus,'] 

Lord B. — Oh what a change from my ancestral hall, 

In this dark dungeon chain-ged up to a wall. 
The tree, the ballad says, we give the lie to ; 
Our stage don't own a tree that we could tie to, 
They've shut me up becaqse they couldn't come 

it on. 
My faith, and make me change it to Mahome- 
tan. 
Sophia, too, whose charms so fired my breast 
Leaves me to pine, by \\n9 pitch dark oppressed. 
'Tis true, she sends me things my heart to cheer — 
Cigars, beef tea, wine jelly, bottled beer. 
Although these tokens show her love and tell't. 
Her presents only make her absence felt ; 
To doubt her love is heresy and wrong 
And yet till here I see her, the time seems long. 
I'll sing a song whose strains may i-each her ear, 
Thovi^ passing J^air, she may he passing near. 

Solo. — Lord Bateman, 

Oh, sad is my fate, from all my kindred parted, 
Immured in this deep cell by men bard-hearted, 
My life and fireedom on another's will depending. 
Condemned to trials which may be unending. 
Bat though for life and happiness I've panted, 
My heart shall yet remain by all undaunted. 

My native land, beloved England's shore, 
I fear it is my fate to see no more. 
The castles and the halls that once were mine, 
The storied keep o'erhung with waving vine, 
My horses 'and my hounds of days long past, 
My falcons and my hawks with flight so fast, 
My herds of sheep upon my spreading lands, — 
All these will fall into a stranger's hands. 

But still I'll not despair, 
My life may yet be fair 
In coming days. 
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The hours are most forlorn 
And darkest ere the dawn 

With flashing rajrs. 
Hark I in this darkness dread 
I hear my love's li<^ht tread 

The walls without. 
A fairy footstep falls 
Outside ray prison walls, — 

*Tis her, no doubt* 
She comes — she's here — Sophia I 
My heart still higher and higher 

To thee will soar. 
In shades no more I'll grope, 
For while there's life there's hope 

Forevermore. 

Lord B. — My jailer that low menial^ I do hate ; 

He's not improved by his hymenial state ; 

He married Lady Eleanor, spite our abuse of her, 

And DOW he's found his match to be a lucifer. 

I fear that marriage won't improve his temper, 

For of his bargain he appears siclJc] semper, 
Ali Baba, [entering.'] — 

YouVe here. 'Tis well for me ; if you got off it 

Might happen that my head would pay the forfeit. 
Lord B. — From these your prison wards^ deliver me, 

And splendidly rewarded you shall be, 

When I get home. 
Arj B. — Your offer*s cool, aye, shiveiy ; 

My terms are strictly cash upon delivery. 

I'm one o* them poor but dreadful honest chaps. 
Lord B. — I doubt. You're at some game, or else perhaps. 

You're shamming poverty. What's likely more 

Than this. That AH Baha should sham poor, 
Ali B. — You have no issue for your extradition. 

So will I make you this last pi^oposition. 

I'll set you free to seek your native shore. 

If you will take my wife, my Eleanore, 

Away, away I 
Lord B. — That risk I will not plunge on ; 

I'd rather live in quiet in my dungeon. 
Ali B. — Hope told a flattering tale, — I think hope lied ; 

To Lady Eleanor I am fast tied. 

When at my bidding she forsook her darter, 

I thought I should fare-well^ not catch a Tart-^r, 

\_Exit^ mournfully.'] 
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Sophia, [outside]. — 

That voice ! 'Tis he ! I say, Lord B., how goes it ? 
Lord B. — Uncommon hard, my dear one. 
Sophia. — Oh, I knows it ! 

Lord B. — Sophia, ray dear, I have a happy thought : 

My jailer, All Baba, can't be bought, 

But duplicate keys are on your mantel shelf. 
Sophia. — Oh no, they're not, I've got them here myself. 
Lord B. — Then come and lighten up my fate so hard, 

And make a call on me, 
Sophia. — I will, old pard. 

Duet — Sophia and Ziord Bateman. 

Lord B. — Oh ft'ora out my prison grating 
I see my love appear. 
After long, long days of Waiting, 
At last, at last »he's here. 
And now, and now, I despair no more, 
I'll see again my native shore ; 
Oh come and set me free, 

And then so happy we'll be, well be, so glad we'll be, — 
Oh then so glad we'll be, 
Oh, come, oh, come, and set me free. 

Sophia. — But how if I have not the key? 

L'D B. & > Oh then we'll be happy no more. 

Sophia. 5 No more we'll be glad, no more can we happy be. 

Sophia.. — Oh the long delay is over, 

In which I've sighed apart. 

And my own, my own true lover 

Shall know my faithful heart. 

And now, and now, we'll despair no more, 

You'll see at last your native shore ; 

I've come to set thee free. 

And then so happy we'll be, we'll be, so glad we'll be, — 

Oh then so glad we'll be. 
Lord B. — You come, you come to set me ft-ee, 
Sophia.. — I coine, I come to set you free. 

L'D B. & ^ Oh then we will happy be. 

Sophia. 5 Oh we will be happy, so happy fore'er will be. 

Lord B. — If Sophy's found the key we've hope of meeting ; 
I'll be on the qui-vive here for her greeting. 

IJEJnter Sophia.] 
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Sophia. — IVe found thee now at last, my own, ray bright 

one ; 

I tried a dozen cells to find the right one. 

I'm very sorry that to this plight you came. 
Lord B. — Still we can plight our faith here all the same. 

[the^ embrace,'] 

Bid me discourae, I will enchant thine ear. 
Sophia. — Stop, now I think of it ; did you get that beer ? 
Lord B. — I did. The grateful tears are hardly dry yet. 

Caused by that help to my poor prison diet ; 

My prison fare has for me but few charms, 

Except \k\\A prison fair within your arms. 
Sophia. — I like that sort of talk ; please do it some more ; 

I never heard anyone talk so pretty before. 
Lord B. — Your pity for a poor, unhappy wight 

Is near akin to love, is't not? 
Sophia. — Oh quite. 

I hope you will not think me bold. Lord B., 

To say I wish you did belong to me. 
Lord B. — If we could fly together, 'twould be jolly, 

But as we cant elope its' meZon-choly. 
Sophia. — Now I infer you much desire to get 

Your freedom — cut your stick— depart. 
Lord B. — You bet. 

Sophia. — What will you pony up, donate, or chip in 

To her who out of prison will send you skippin' ? 

What have you got of property available I 

State some few items of it that are salable. 

Of course, in your affairs I would not meddle, 

Still of your assets give a kind of schedule. 
1 Have you got tenement houses, land or stocks ? 

Lord B. — My dear, I'm happy to say I've got the rocks. 

Half of Northumberland is mine, my sweet. 

And numerous blocks of stores on Foster street. 

It isn't widely known (excuse this wink), 

But I'm an owner in the Skating Rink. 

I own great piles of railroad stocks, my pardner 

In New York Central, Boston, Barre and 
Gardner. 

A million in the Lake Quinsigamond Dummy, 

Do'st like the chromo ? 
Sophia. — Oh it's downright crummy. 

Lord B. — If you will set me free, I think it fair. 

To give you half of all this. 
Sophia. — Put it there ! 



32 

You're just the kind of man I'm looking for ; 
I'll wed you without stopping to ask pa. 
To-night a ship will wait you in the harbor. 
Lord B. — There's only one thing hiiidere, Ali Baba. 

\^Enter Au Baba.] 

Alt B. — What, treason ? Murder ! Fire ! Oh I swow, 
Your father will kick up the darndest row ! 

Sophia. — What, treason/ Why what reason oould be 

better 
Than this, that I my lover will unfetter 
And let him go. Then I will follow after, 
And take you for my servant. Why this laughter? 

Ali B. — ril go with you and leave ray wife behind ; 
Oh, thank you, this is really very kind. 

Sophia. — Then for reward, to name your terms I'd like you. 

Ali B. — Well, [meditates]^ how'd a dollar and quarter 

strike you ? 

Sophia. — 'Tis yours, [to Lord BJ] The parting hour 

draws nigh and nigher, 
Will you be faithful to your own Sophia T 

Lord B. — I can but say aUiSy and drop a tear, 

I'll swear no lass but you to me is dear. 

Sophia. — For seven years to wed no one agree, 
And I will vow to wed no other he. 

Lord B. — ^You put up my escape with so much fervor, 
I cand-idly may call you my preserver. 
For seven years I'll wait for thee with pleasure. 
So good bye ; so long ; tra-la-la, my treasure. 

Sophia. — Good-bye. I feel we never shall meet again. 

Ali B. — Oh yes, you will. Bless you, my childri-en. 

Sophia. — This theme so sad — ^in song I will pursue it 

Lord B. — We'll sing together — that's the way to do it. 

Duet. — Sophia ajid Lord Baseman. 



ACT V. 

Scene 1, Exterior of Lobd Batbman's castle^ $tep9 and 
door L. — The Ocean B. — Shepherd and sheep L, front. 

Shep. — I am a Shepherd, I delight to sit 

And watch my ewes^ for I am used to it. 
Guarding these sheep and cossets is my biz. 
I call that sheep a cosset 'cause it is. 
Sometimes it*s slow enough to make a fellow A\e 
And then I try to cheer myself with melody. 

[Solo, Shepherd."] 

Lord Bateman weds my Lady Maud to-day, 
The ceremony done they pass this way. 

\ Looking off,] 

IhjDo people in a boat approach the brink. 

At them to peep* II do no harm I think 

One is a pretty girl, a perfect love ; 

T'other a most unpleasant looking cove. 

He may be charming, but he doesn't look it. 

rU cut my stick, and take my crook and hook it. 

[Sophia and Ali Baba land and intercept Shepherd.] 

Sophia. — Stay, gentle Shepherd, tell us all the news. 
Ali Baba. — 

And just be sure you mind your p's and q's. 
Sophia. — We will not harm you any, therefore stay. 
Shep. — Don't let him stare in that ferocious way. 
Sophia. — Where does Lord Bateman live ? 
Shbp. — This house inside. 

To-day, right off, he's bringing home his bride. 
Sophia. — What married ? He ? Fly, ere I do thee harm. 
Shbp. — I didn't go for to do it a purpose, ma'am. 
Al. Ba. — \Booh] ** Has the oat of the son of the aunt of the 

barber yoU whelp, 

Some butter, some cheese, some ink, iome 
brandy — " 
Shep. — [kneels] Oh help ! 

Oh spare me ! 
Ai,. Ba. — You are spare enough already. [^Shepherd gets up] 

But help me give attention to this lady. 

She came to find her lover and be mated. 

But now she finds she's [book] **re-hypothecated" 

By this false man. 
SHSP.r-r Excuse me — please explain. 

5 
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Al. Ba. — [ftooA;] See : ^We-hypothecated'^ — sold again, — 

She wrings my heart with grief; I've never seen 
So fair a belle become a wringing machine. 

Sophia. — [wringing hands] I never loved a young gazelle 

you bet, 
But he was sure to just get up and get. 
Oh ! Bateman, in thy hours of anguish, coy. 
In hours of ease you've proved a slippery boy. 
" Oh my Bateman, mine no more,*' the poem ran. 
Of course no Moor, for he's an Englishman. 
Oh happy days long past ! Oh appe-tite ! 
Oh Ali Baba, I feel hungry quite. 

Shef. — The wedding breakfast shortly will begin. 

Sophia. — That's good, we may be all invited in. 

[ Wedding procession crosses stage and enters house, leaving 
the Poster standing at the door, — Ali Baba, Sophia 
and Shepherd stand hack.'] 

PoRTEB. — The die is cast on this unhappy day, 
My fate is hard, cast-iron I may say. 
Lord Bateman weds my Lady Maud, Oh grief! 
He steals my bride ; he's nothing but a thief. 
Were he aware he was my foe, he'd tremble. 
But I'm a wary youth, and I dissemble. 

[dissembles.] 
I never shall be glad again — I can't. 
I'll state my feelings in this plaintive chant. 

Solo. — Porter, 

[Various guests enter^ present cards and pass into house.] 

Porter. — [Inspecting various cards of guests.] 

All right, please wipe your feet My! what a coat I 
That's right, I wrote em, know em all by rofe. 

[A guest attempts to pass, stopped by Porter."] 

Too thin — you can't get inside here, my pal. 
With a used up ticket to the Carnival. 

[Guest retires discomfited.] 
I think the banquet now will soon begin, 
But who is this big Indian coming in ? 
It's that young Turkish person ; Oh I thinks 
If she gets in there'll be some high old jinks ! 

[Exit quickly into door.] 

Sophia. — [Advancing, rings bell.] 

Gome out, John Thomas, you see I know you well.< 

Porter. — [Opening door.] 

Who's there } who's there ? quickly to me tell ! 
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Sophia. — Is this Lord Bateman's shanty I stand before ? 
PoBTSB. — Yes, but we never buy anything at the door. 

If anything I say will help to speed yer. 

We don't subscribe for Zell's Encyclopedia ; 

We don't take stock in what they call fine arts. 

Or, Horace Greeley's life in monthly parts ; 

There's no one here that uses soap, I think ; 

We've got three years' supply of pens and ink; 

To buy a war map we can't be induced to ; 

We don't want any birds- eye view of Worcester. 
Al. Ba. — I'd have you know, you most impertinent sirrah. 

This lady's no book agent, but a mirror. 
Porter. — A mirror? 
Al. Ba. — \^Book "] For her beau. Lord Bateman ghe 

Does look, so she's a looking \_g'\ lass, you see. 
Porter. — Stop ! What ! Why Mr. Baba how-de-do ? 

And Miss Sophia I think, [aZ/ shake] Oh phew. 

It's going to be most breezy, even windy, 

And won't the mother-in-law kick up a shindy ! 
Sophia. — Now can't you ring us in the fun to share ? 
Porter. — Well, really, without a ticket I shouldn't dare. 
Sophia. — Then, proud young porter, to Lord Bateman speed 

And ask if he'd please send me out a feed. 

Some salad and ice cream. Perhaps a sandwich ; 

Ask him doth he remember this fair hand which 

Released him when in close confine immured. 
Porter. — I will, [aside,'] I wish I had my scalp insured. 

[Exit Porter.] 
Sophia. — [To Ali'Baba.] 

Now for a shock to those who've thus far merry 
made. 

We'll stir them up inside there with a serenade. 

Scene closes in and changes to a front scene. — Corridor in 
(Jostle. — Wedding procesaion crosses stage, leaving Ladies 
Mabel, Edith and Ethel. 

La. Ma. — I can but pity Bateman's wretched victim. 

La. Et. — I wish I had a brother who'd have licked him. 

La. Ed. — An awful warning this 'gainst matrimony. 

La. Ma. — He's such a scamp. 

La. Et. — He is, but ain't he toney ? 

La. Ma. — I wouldn't marry him ; no wealth could buy me. 

La. Ed. — Nor I. 

La. Et. — Nor I. I'd like to see him try me. 

La. Ed. — The time is out of joint ; Oh cursed spite ! 

La. Et — [Aside.] 

So is your nose, you old blue stocking fright. 
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La. Ma. — Oh girls. Fve such a secret, really prime, 

You'll never tell ? 
La. Ed. — No. 

La. Et. — I either nary time. 

[Three ladies confidentially,'] 

La. Ma. — Well, long ago — Lord B. proposed to me 

And I refused him flatly. 
La. E. a E. together. — So did we. 

La. Ma. — I couldn't risk myself for better or worne 

With such a wretch as he is. 
La. E. & E. — Oh, of course. 

La. Ed. — His present marriage though is just disgusting. 
La. Ma. — I think he's horrid. 

La. Et. — And I think he's busting. 

l^Exeunt ladies.] 

[^Scene changes to Graiid Banquet Hall in the Castle, — Wed* 
ding procession comes in in chorus from each side.] 

Geand Choeus. 

Solo.— Oh what a merry crowd are we ; 
A better one you'll never see ; 
We're in for every kind of spree; 

You'll find us always there. 
Chobus. — Oh what a merry crowd are we ; 
A better one you'll never see ; 
We're in for every kind of spree ; 

You'll find us always there. 
We keep things humming, 
By always coming; 

We'll never go back on you. 
We give you warning 
We'll stay till morning ; 

We're bound to see you through I through! 
through ! 
We give you warning 
We'll stay till morning ; 

We're buund to see you through. 
Solo. — On every ball and wedding show 
We all attend in force, you know. 
Wherever there's fun we're bound to gt), 

And not to lose our share. 
Chorus. — On every ball and wedding show 
We all attend in force, you know. 
Werever there's ftm we're bound to go, 

And not to lose our share. 
We keep things humming, 
By always coming ; 

We'll never go back on you. 
We give you warning, 
We'll stay till morning ; 

We're bound to see you through I through! 
through ! 
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We give you warning 
We'll stay till morning ; 
We're bound to see you through. 

LoBD B. — My friends, your kindness I can never thank, yet, 
I would invite you to this modest banquet. 

[^Points to table, murmurs of satisfaction in cJiorus.'] 

Fve heard it said, although I've never tried, 
It is the proper thiug to toast the bride. 

La. El. — If it is essential to the ceremony 

Although I never drink — well, just a pony. 

Lord Bateman's So»g and Chobus. 

Chorus.— See how it sparkles, this drink divine, 
But all its lustre her eyes outshine. 
See how it sparkles, this drink divine. 
But all its lustre her eyes outshine, 
But all its lustre her eyes outshine. 
Lord B. — I will give as a health the fairest 
Of all that here are fair. 
Her beauty is of the rarest, 

My blonde with the golden hair. 
Her fair face and eyes are glowing; 

Her charms are almost divine. 
Now fill up a bum{)er o'erflowing 
With sparkling, rosy wine, let's drink — let's 
drink — ah. — 
Chorus. —See how it sparkles, this drink divine, 
But all its lustre her eyes outshine. 
See how it sparkles, this drink divine, 
But all its lustre her eyes outshine. 
But all its lustre her eyes outshine. 
Lord B. — Oh too long iu strange lands I've tarried, 
Far away I no more will roam. 
For now that at last I'm married, 

I'll settle myself at home. 
And when the snow comes, all our friends so tender, 

Shall gather our hearth beside. 
My little toes I'll toast at the fender. 
And all shall toast my fair bride. — Let's drink — let's 
drink — ah. — 
Chorus. — See how it sparkles, this drink divine, 
But all its lustre her eyes outshine. 
See how it sparkles, this drink divine, 
But all its lustre her eyes outshine. 
But all its lustre her eyes outshine. 

Lord B. — This play, like all, of course ends with my marriage, 
And now if some one here will call my carriage. 
Youth at the helm and pleasure at the prow, 
Sorell to drive, we'll start. [Enter Porter.] Well 
what's the row ? 

[^Stidden silence on the stage^ Sophia heard outside singing 
duet from Act IV. Emotion by Lord B.] 
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Lord B. \^Aside to Porter.] — 

What do you mean ? Why do you vex my bride 

By letting those street singers yawp outside ? 

Sing not in a poor tune, but speak and say 

What brings you in this inopportune way ? 
PoETBR. — My Lord this hluff it wont go any more. 

Your beloved Sophy's waiting at the door. 
LoBD B. — Oh, ril give half of all my property. 

If that my own Sophia has crossed the sea. 

Now bring my sword and into three I'll break it. 

The ballad says that that way I should take it. 
La. El. — My Lord, by this behavior t am floored. 

Pray tell me why in three you break your sword ? 
Lord B. — I did last year an oath most solemn take, 

I'll break my sword, my oath I will not break. 

\_Enter Sophia supported by Shepherd and Ali Baba. — 
The latter at sight of Ladt Eleanor conceals himself 
behind a guest. — Sophia steps between Ladt Maud and 
Lord B., and she and L. B. embrace,~\ 

Duet. — Sophia and Lord Batenian, 

Sophia. — We meet at last. 

For many a day I've sought thee vainly 

0*er the wide seas, 

This heart has led the way. 

Sadly I've sought, when seeking seemed in vain ; 

Now in thy fair eyes I see the image of my love. 
Lord B.— Such love as thine 

My heart's responsive feeling echoes. 

Oft have I dreamed 

That thou wert still my own. 

Heaven only knows 

How my smile was concealing 

Comfortless grief and many bitter tears, and many 
bitter tears. 
Together. — 

Thy faithful love, thy sweet affection, 

Deep in my bosom see its reflection. 

Bright fortune smiles upon our way. 

No more to grief the unhappy prey. 

La. El. — Excuse me if I seem mal-apropos. 

Remember you're a married man, you know. 

Sophia. — My Lady you are not aware mayhap, 

I have a sort of mortgage on this chap. 

La. El. — Will you allow her to make this paltry claim*? 

Lord B. — Yes at all hours I love her still the same. 

\_Sophia and he embrace.'] 

[Lady Eleanor advances to footlights, wrings hands Ly and 

Lady Maud falls into the arms of the Porter.] 
La. M'd — Porter, at last I do belong to thee. 
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PoBTEB — Sit still my heart ! 

La. E. iJb E. <& M. [^advancing to foot lights.'] 

We knew just how 'twould be. [^They retire up,^ 

Sophia. — [To Lord B.] Over the raging seas and far away, 
rd follow thee forever and a day. 

LoBD B. — You are as prompt as you are tender-hearted. 
'Tis not seven vears — not six months since we 
parted. 

Sophia. — My Lord, I know a trick worth two of that. 
For all your flattery won't make me a, flat. 
My true— my constant one — my heart's delight, 
1 know 'tweren't safe to trust you out of sight. 

[Lady Eleanor turns and walks up to Lobd B.] 

La. El. — My Lord, I must protest. 

If this is but a jest 

I will be quiet ; 

But if you mean, young fellow, 

To wed that female vellow, 

You'd best not try it. 

I am not one to scold ; 

Not being overbold, 

But sweet and kind ; 

But if you do essay 

To give my child away 

I'll speak my mind. 

Haven't I had you up to tea 
I Twice a week and sometimes three — 

Made believe I didn't see 
i When you were out on the balcony 

\ Flirting there with Maud, while she 

Listened most sentimentally ? 

And then on the sea I went with you awhile 

To keep you unfettered by feminine wile, 

I suffered the pains of a trip on the deep. 

The loss of my breakfast and dinner and sleep. 

Though sold into slavery, still I kept guard, 

And when you got free, I will own it was hard, 

I deserted my spouse, Ali Baba that lamb, 

\A. JB. shudders.'] 

And followed you back again ; so here I am. 

You may believe I'm joking ; I haven't said the 
whole. [cajole. 

So far I've tried to draw it mild, to flatter and 

But I can tell you one thing : I am not finished 
♦ yet. [y<5^ bet. 

If there is law in all the land, I'll have it now 
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111 make the biggest rampus, your peace shall 

be imperilled, 
ni have a Worcester letter in the Sunday Herald. 
I'll make such a bother wherever you go that 

you'll wish you were buried and dead. 
I'll hang on your coat-tails. You haven't got any f 

well then on the hair of your head. 
You're a rascally sneak and a villanous humbug, 

you sell us, you'd shake us, old boy. 
Now don't look as smiling and cheeky as it* you 

were going to say, " What do yer soy ?" 
It's a regular sell and a do, and I'll be everlast- 
ingly bio wed if it ain't. 
To go back on Maud for a mud colored Turk 

who wears trousers, 
Oh hold me, I faint. 
Lord B. — ^If that is all, it seems enough indeed. 

My wedding with Sophia will now proceed. 
Porter. — May it please your Lord, my Lady Maud and me 
Have been attached long ere we went to sea, 
And I will marry her it" you don't mind. 
And Lady Eleanor is so inclined. 
La. El. — As Bateman doesn't mind my prayers so fervent. 
Losing the master, we will take the sei*vant. 
Bless you my children, may you happy be ! 
La. Et. — But what becomes of us, the dauntless three t 
Lord B. — I'm sure I can't imagine ; I'm perplexed. 
I have it! — we will tix you in the next. 
And now our audience has sat so long 
Well let them softly down with one more song l 

Closing Chorus. 

And now our friend, Lord Bateman^ 

Is boand in Cupid's tie, 
No more in foreign countries, 

His fortune he will try. 
And if our short narration 

With you shall fairly stand, 
We trust your approbation 

Will lend a helping hand. 
All this jollity and frivolity 

Is that we your praise may share, 
Now we've done of it, you've the fun of it, 

Please your verdict to declare. 
All this jollity and frivolity 

Is that we your praise may share, 
Now we've done of it, you've the fUn of it, 

Please your verdict to declare. 

[CURTAIN.] 
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